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PREFACE. 


Tue Works of Mr. Burgher, the Author of this 
and many other Poems of the ballad kind, are 
univerfally efteemed, wherever the German lan- 
guage prevails as a national idiom, or is culti- 
vated as a branch of ea Simplicity is the 
characteriftic of his compofitions; and of all lite- 
rary beauties, fimplicity muft be the molt gene: 
rally attraétive. It is no common merit to excel 
in a ftile which all underftand, many admire, and 
but few can attain. To this merit Mr. Burgher 


has an undoubted claim; a claim our countrymen 
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PREFACE. 


would be the firft to allow, could they enjoy his 
expreflions in their original purity, or his ideas ın 
a faithful tranflation. No writer perhaps has ever 
obtained a more decided popularity. To thıs his 
fubjeéts and his language equally contribute; for 
the former he has moftly chofen local traditions, 
or legendary anecdotes; and in the latter he is 
generally elegant, often fublime, and never unin- 
telligible. Such qualifications enfure him the fuf- 
frage of every clafs of readers. The fcholar and 
the moralift cannot refufe praife where they have 
found entertainment, without difguft to their tafte, 
or danger to their principles; and the mechanic 


perufes with delight, fentiments fuited to his feel- 


ings, imagery familiar to his mind, and precepts 


adapted to his practice. 
One of the moft powerful caufes of Mr. Burgh- 
ers literary popularity, is the deep tinge of fuper- 


{tition that fhades almoft all his compofitions. 





PREFACE. 


Supernatural incidents are the darling fubjects of 
his countrymen. Their minds vigoroufly conceive, 
and their language nobly exprefles, the terrible 
and majeftic: and it muft be allowed, that in this 
{pecies of writing they would force from our na- 
tion the palm of excellence, were it not fecured 
by the impregnable towers of Otranto. Of all 
their productions of this kind, Leonora is perhaps 
the moft perfect. The ftory in a narrow compaís 
unites tragic event, poetical furprife, and epic re- 
gularity. The admonitions of the Mother are juft, 
although ill-timed. The defpair of the Daughter 
at once natural, and criminal; her punifhment 
dreadful, but equitable. Few objeétions can be 
made to a fubject, new, fimple, and ftriking; and 
none to a moral, which cannot be too frequently 
or too awfully enforced. 

The Tranflator muft apologife to thofe who are 


“ doéti fermones utriufque linguæ,” for {ome de- 
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viations from the original text. Mr. Burgher has 
repeatedly ufed words merely for found, as ‘trap, 
trap, trap, — the trotting of an horfe; and ‘ cling, 
cling, cling,’ for ne ringing of a door bell. Thefe 
echos to the fenfe, which are ftriétly “vox et pre- 
terea nihil,” cuftom may reconcile to a German 
tafte; but, literally adopted in an Englifh verfion, 
‘they would appear more ridiculous than defcrip- 
tive. In general it is hoped, that, although many 
beauties may have been obfcured, no effential 
meaning has been omitted or adulterated. 
Between the completion of this Poem and its 
publication, which has been unavoidably delayed, 
as much time was required by the artifts to do 
juftice to thofe exquifite defigns, which are its 
brighteft ornament an elegant verfion of the 
fame ballad has been publifhed by Mr. Pye. Had 
the Author of this tranflation forefeen the inten- 


tions of the Laureat, he would not probably have 
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rifked a conteft with fuch a diftinguifhed compe- 
titor; but, as he had long entered the field be- 
fore Mr. Pye appeared as his adverfary, he will not 
now .{hrink from a combat where doubtful victory 
muft enfure applaufe, and even complete failure 
allow the confolation of “ Æneæ magni dextra 


cadit.” 
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Lenore fuhr ums 6 ۱ : 


Empor aus ſchweren Traumen: 
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“ Bit untreu, Wilhelm, oder todt? 

Wie lange tt du 18111116112 — 

| Er war mit Konig Friedrichs Macht 
Gesogen in die Prager Schlacht, 
Gnd hatte nicht gelchrieben ` 

Ob er gelund geblieben, 
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LEONORA. 


From vifions of difaftrous love 

Leonora ftarts at — of day; 

“ How long, my Wilhelm, wilt thou rove? 
Does death, or falfehood caufe thy ftay?” ۱ 
Since he with godlike Frederick’s ۵ ۱ 

At Prague had foremoft dard the foe, 

No tidings cheerd her lonely hours, 


No rumour told his weal or woe. 


LENO K CE, 


Der Konig und die Katlerinn, 

Des langen Haders müde, 

Erweichten ihren harten Sinn, 

. 0211 machten endlich Friede; 

Und james Heer, mit Sing und Sang, 
Mit Paukentehlag und Kling und Klang, 
Geſchmückt mit grunen Reifern, 


Zog heim zu feinen Baufern. 


Und uberall all überall, 

Auf Wegen und auf Stegen, 

2.08 Alt und Jung dem Jubelfchall 
Ber Kommenden entgegen, 

Gottlob! rief Kind und Gattinn laut, 
002110111111611 ! manche frohe Braut. ` 
Ach! aber fur Lenoren ظ‎ 


War Gruls und Kufs ۵۰ 





LEONORA. 5 


Emprefs, and King, alike fatigued, 

Now bade the ftorm of battle ceafe; 

Their arms relenting friendfhip leagued, 

And heald the bleeding world with Peace. 

They fing, they fhout, their cymbals clang, 
Their green wreaths wave, they come, they come; 
Each war-worn Hero comes to hang 


With trophies his long wept for home. 


While from each baftion, tower, and fhed, 
— country's general bleſſing ſhowers; 
Love twines for every laurel'd head, 

His garland ۱ of domeftic flowers. 

How welcome hufbands, fons, 22718 
What tears, — kiſſes greet the brave! 
Alone poor Leonora mourn’d, 


Nor tear, nor kifs, nor welcome gave. 





LENORE. 


Sie frug den Zug wohl auf und ab, 


Und frug nach allen Damen; 
Boch keiner war, der Kundichaft gab, 


Gon allen, fo da kamen, 

Als nun das Heer voruber war, 
Zerraufte fie thr Kabenhaar. 
Und warf fich hin zur Crde 
Mit wuthiger Geberde. 


Die Mutter lief wohl hin su thr: 
Ach, vals tich Gott erbarme! 

Bu trautes Kind, was tft mit dir?” 
Gnd ſchlols fie in vie ۰ 

٠ © Mutter, Mutter! hin ) hin! 
Nun fahre Welt und alles bin! 
Bep Gott tf kein Erbarmen; 

O web, O web mir Armen—!” 
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LEONORA. - 


From rank to rank, from name to name, 

The fond inquirer trembling flew; 

But none by perfon or by fame, 

Aught of her gallant Wilhelm knew. 

When all the joyous bands were gone, 

Aghaft 116 6 her raven hair; 

On the cold earth fhe caft her down, 
Convulsd with frenzy and defpair. 


In hafte th’ affrighted mother flew, 

And round her clafpd her aged arms: 
Ob, God! her griefs with mercy view, 
« Oh, calm her conftant heart's alarms!” 
E Oh, mother! paft is paft; ‘tis o'er; ۱ 
“ Nor joy, nor world, nor hope I fee; 
rz Thy God my anguifh hears no more, 


« Alas, alas! Oh, woe is me!” 


لس مت — 


— — 





LENORE. 


“ Dil Gott, Hilf! Sieh uns guadig an! 


Kind, bet’ ein Gaterunter! 

as Gott thut, vas (f wohlgethan; 
Gott, Gott erbarmt tich ۲ 

“O Hutter, Mutter! Citler ۰۱ 
Gott hat an mir nicht wohlgethan! 
Telas half, was half mein Beten? ` 


Nun ifs nicht mehr vonnothew.” 


* BU Gott, Hilf! wer den Mater kennt, 
Ber weils, er Hilft den Kindern; 

Bas hochgelobte Sakrament 

0 deinen Jammer lindern.” 

“O Mutter, Mutter! was mich brennt, 
Das líndert mir kein Sakrament! 

Kein Sakrament mag Leben 


Ben Todten wiedergeben.” 
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LEONORA. 9 


«Oh, hear, great God! with pity hear! 

“ My child, thy prayer to 11 - addrefs; 
«God does all well; tis ours to bear; 

E God gives, but God relieves diftrefs.” 

<“ All truft in Heaven is weak and frail; 

<“ God ill, not well, by me has done; 

“1 pray’d, while prayers could yet avail; 


» Now prayers are vain, for Wilhelm's gone.” 


« Oh, ever in affliction's hour 

« The Father hears his children's Crys 

« His bleffed facraments fhall pour 

» True comfort oer thy mifery.” 

<“ Oh, mother, pangs like mine that burn, 
« What facrament can eer allay? 

« What facrament can bid return 


“ Life's 101۳16 to the mouldering clay?” 





LENORE. 


“ Bor, Kind! wie, wenn ver falfche Mann, 
Im fernen Ungerlande, 

Sich feines Glaubens abgethan, 

Zum neuen Ehebande? 

Lats fahren, Kind, fein hers dahin! 

Er hat es nimmermehr Gewinn! 

Gann Seel und Leib fich trennen, 


Cand thn fein Metnetd brennen.” 


“ O Mutter, Mutter! Bin {f hin! 
Gerlohren ift ۱ 

Der Tod, der Tod tf mein Gewinn! 

O war ich nie gebohren! 

Hitch aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus! 
Stirb hin, Ob Hin in Pacht und Graus! 
Be Gott (f kein + 

O web, o weh mir Armen!” 





LEONORA. 11 


<“ But if, my child, in diftant lands, 

“ Unmindful of his plighted vows, 

“ Thy falfe one courts another's bands, 
ae Frefh kiffes, and a newer fpoufe, 

< Why let the perjured rover go; 

“ No bleffings fhall his new love bring, 

< And when death lays his body low, 

<“ Thy wrongs his guilty foul fhall fting.” 


“My pangs no cure nor comfort crave; 

« Joy, hope, and life, alike 1 Com: 
My hope is death, my joy the grave, 

» Cursd be the day that faw me born! 

< Sink, fink, detefted vital flame, | 

«< Sink in the ftarlefs night of death: 

<“ Not God's, but Wilhelm’s, darling name 

< Shall faulter from my parting breath!” 
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“ Hilf Gott, Hilf! Geh nicht ins Bericht 
Mit Deinem armen Kinde! 

Sie weils nicht, was die Zunge Ipricht: 
3300216 thr nicht vie Sunde! 

Ach, Kind, vergt{s dein irdiſch Leto, 
Gnd denk an Gott und Seligkeit! 

So wird doch deiner Selen 


Der Brautigam nicht fehlen.” 


“O Mutter! Was (E Seligkeit? 

O Mutter! Was iff Holle? 

Bey thm, bey thin i Seligkeit, 

Am ohne 3130611 Bolle ! 

Liſch aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus! 
Stirb hin, 1010 hin in Nacht und Graus! 
Ohm’ ihn mag teh auf Erden, 

Mag dort nicht felig werden.” 





LEONORA. 13 


» Judge not, great God! this erring child, 

» No guilt her bofom dwells within ; 

» Her thoughts are crazd, her words are wild; ` 
« Arm not for her the death of fin! 

«Oh, child! forget thy mortal love, 

“ Think of God's blifs and mercies {weet ; 

<“ So fhall thy foul, in realms above, 


» A bright eternal Bridegroom meet.” — 


< Oh, mother! what is God's fweet blifs? 
“ Oh, — mother! what is hell? 

« With Wilhelm there is only blifs, 

« And without Wilhelm only Hell! 

« O’er this torn heart, oer thefe fad eyes, 
» Let the ftill grave's long midnight reign; 
“ Unlefs my love that blifs fupplies, 


«Nor earth, nor heaven can blifs contain.” 


















So wuthete 1 
Jhr in Gehirn und Adern: — 

Sie fuhr mit Gottes Vorlehung 
Vermeſſen fort zu hadern; 
Zerſchlug den Puſen, und zerrang 
Die Hand, bis Sonnenuntergang, 
Bis auf am 71 


Die goldnen Sterne zogen. 


Und auflen, Horch! onge trap trap trap, 
Als wie von 0: 
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Gnd klirrend flieg ein Retter ab, 

An des Gelanders Stufen; 

Und horch! und porch! den Pfortenring 
Ganz lofe, 8 klinglingling! 

Bam kamen durch die Pforte 
Üernehmlich dicte ۰ 


LEONORA. 15 


Thus did the demons of defpair 

Her wildered fenfe to madnefs ftrain, 
Thus did her impious clamours dare 
Eternal Wifdom to arraign. | 

She beat her breaft, her hands fhe wrung, 
Till weftward funk the car of light, 

And countlefs ftars in air were hung 


To gem the matron weeds of night. 


Hark! with high tread, and prancings proud, 
-A war horfe fhakes the rattling gate: 
Clattering his clanking armour loud, 

Alights a horfeman at the grate: 

And, hark! the door bell gently rings, 
What founds are thofe we faintly hear? 

The night breeze in low murmur brings 


Thefe words to Leonora’s ear. 





















LENORE. 


; | ia “ Holla, Holla! Thu auf mein Kind! 
1 Schlatlt, Licbeyen, over wachi du? 

01216 DOT noch gegen mich gefinnt? ۱ 
Und weinell oder lachſt Du?” — a ۱ | | 
“Ach, Wilhelm, du? . . . So {pat bey 1 
Gewweinet hab’ ich und gewacht; : | 
Ach, grotes Leid erlitten! ۱ 


da 1 شن‎ 


5 — So pg, 


10120 komt du hergeritten?” 


۰ Wir fattel nur um Mitternacht, 
Weit ritt ich her von Bohmen; 

Jeh habe {pat mich aufgemacht, 

Und will dich mit mir nehmen.” 

“Ach, Wilhelm, rf? herein 1101 
Ben Hagedorn dDurchfauff der THM, 
Herein, in meinen Armen, 


19011001011۲, su erwarmen!” 
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LEONORA. . 17 


> Holla, holla! my life, my love! 

« Does ne watch or fleep? 

< Still does her heart my vows approve: 

« Does Leonora fmile or weep?” | 

<“ O Wilhelm, thou! thefe eyes for thee 

« Feverd with tearful vigils burn; 

- “ Aye fear, and woe, have dwelt with me, 


«Oh! why fo late thy wifh’d return?” 


« At dead of night alone we ride, 

<“ From Prague's far diftant field I come; 

s4 Twas late ere I EE gin 6 

« This coal black barb, to bear thee home.” 

< Ob, reft thee firft, my Wilhelm, here! 

< Bleak roars the blaft through vale and grove ; 
«Oh come, thy war-worn limbs to cheer 


< On the foft couch of joy and love! 



















` Komm, ſcbürze, Tpring’ und ſchwinge dich 


“Lats laufen durch den Hagedorn, ` 
Lats faulen, Kind, lafs ۸۱ 

Ber Rappe ſcharrt; 5 klirct der Sporn; 
Ich dark allhier nicht hauſen. 
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Auf meinen Rappen hinter mich! ` 
Huts heut noch hundert Meilen 
Mit dir tvs Brautbett eilen. 


“ Ach! wollte Hundert Meilen noch 

HMich beut iws Brauthett’ tragen? 

Und porch! es brununt die Glocke noch, 

Die elf ſchon angefchlagen.” 

* Steh hin, Deh her! ver Mond ſcheint hell: 

TH und die Todten ۲۱۲۲۱۲ ۸۶ 

Ich bringe Dich, sur 56 ۱ ٨ a 
Noch heut ins Hochzeitbette. 


LEONORA. 19 


» Let the bleak blaft, my child, roar on, 
« Let it roar on; we dare not ftay: 

<“ My fierce {teed maddens to be gone, 

<“ My fpurs are fet; away, away. 

« Mount by thy true love's guardian fide; 
« We fhould ere this full far have fped; 
« Five hundred deftined miles we ride 


« This night, to reach our nuptial bed.” | 


« Our nuptial bed, this night fo dark, 

«< So late, five hundred miles to roam? 

« Yet founds the bell, which Druck, to mark 
« That in one hour would midnight come.” 
< See there, fee here, the moon fhines clear, 
« We and the dead ride faft away; 

“I gage, though long our way, and drear, 


«< We reach our nuptial bed to-day.” 























“ Sag an, wo tf dein Kammerlein? 
Wio? Wie dein Bochzeitbettchen?” 
٠ Grit, weit bon hier! Still, kuhl und klein! = 
Sechs Bretter und 3wep Brettehen!” ` 

“Bats Raum fur mich?” * Fur dich und mich! 

Komm, ſchürze, Tpring’ und SZ dich! 

Die Hochseitgatte hoffen; 


Die Kammer ebt uns offen.” 


Schon Liebehen ſchürzte. ſprang und tiwang 
Sich auf das Bots bebende; 

Wohl um den trauten Reiter Tchlang 

Sie thre liltenhande; | 

Und Durre Durre, hop hop hop! 

Ging's fort in 111110116111 

Dats Rots und Reiter ۵, 

Gnd Kies und Funken toben, 
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LEONORA. 5 


“Say where the bed, and bridal hall? 

« What guefts our blifsful union greet y 

<“ Low lies the bed, ftill, cold, and fmall; 

« Six dark boards, and one milk white fheet.” 

« Haft room for me?” “ Room, room enow: 

<“ Come mount; ftrange hands our feaft prepare; 
e To grace the folemn rite, een now 


“ No common bridefmen wait us there.” 


Loofe was her zone, her breaft unveild, 
All wild her fhadowy trefles hung; 

O'er fear confiding love prevail’d, 

As lightly on the barb fhe fprung. 

Like wind the bounding courfer flies, 
Earth fhakes his thundering hoofs beneath; 
Dutt, ftones, and fparks, in whirlwind rife, 


And horfe and horfeman pant for breath. 
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Zur rechten und zur linken Hand, 
Worbey vor ihren Blicken, ` 
Wie flogen Anger, Haid' und Land! 


` 
1 
3 
3 
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Wie donnerten die 11 
“ Graut Liebehen auch? Der Mond ſcheint hell! ۱ ۱ 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten 0 ! 
Graut Ltebehen auch vor Todten?” 

“ Ach nein! Boch Lais die Todten!” 


Tas klang dort fur Belang und Klang? 
Was flatterten die 1 

Horch Glockenklang! 10160( 77 
۰ Fait uns den Leth begraben!” 

Bnd naher zog ein 56 

Ber Sarg und Todtenbaare trug: 

Bas Lied war zu dergleichen 


Dem Uinkenruf in Teichen. 7 


LEONOR A. 23 


` How fwift how fwift from left and right 

The racing fields and hills recede; 

Bourns, bridges, rocks, that croís their flight, 
In thunders echo to their fpeed. 

<“ Fearít thou, my love? the moon fhines clear; 
“ Hurrah! how fwiftly fpeed the dead! 

» The dead does Leonora fear?” 


<“ Ah, no; but talk not of the dad: 


What accents flow, of wall and woe, 
Have made yon fhrieking raven foar? 
The death bell beats! the dirge repeats, 
“ This duft to parent duft reftore.” 
Blackening the night, a funeral train 
On a cold bier a coffin brings; 

Their flow pace meafur'd 0 a 0 


Sad as the 120061 night-bird ۰ 
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٠ Nach Mitternacht begrabt ven Leib, 

Mit Klang und Sang und Klage! 

Jetzt fuhr ich heim mein junges 1 

Mit, mit sum Brautgelage! 

Komm, Butter, hier! Komm mit dem Chor, 
Und gurgle mir das Brautlico vor! 

Komm, Pfaff’, und Iprich den Segen, 

Ch wir zu Bett’ ung legen ۳ 


Still Klang und Sang: Die Baare ۶ 
Gehorlam feinem Rufen, 

۶ Durre hurre! nachgerannt, 
Hart hinter's Rappen .د‎ 

And immer weiter, hop hop hop! 
Ging's fort in 1111116111 
Bafs Rols und Reiter 1 
Und Kies und Funken ۰ 


Se 
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LEONOR A. 


7 This dutt to duft reftore, what time 

<“ The midnight dews o'er graves are fhed; 
< Meanwhile of brides the flower and prime 
31 carry to our nuptial bed. 

» Sexton, thy fable minftrels bring! 

<“ Come, prieft, the eternal bonds to blefs! 
e All in deep groans our fpoufals fing, 


<“ Ete we the genial pillow prefs.” 


The bier, the coffin, difappeard, 

The dirge in et echoes — 

Or founds of viewlefs fteps are heard 
Hurrying the coal-black barb befide. 
Like wind the bounding courfer flies, 
Earth fhakes his thundering hoofs beneath ; 
Duft, ftones, and fparks in whirlwind rife, 
And horfe and horfeman pant for breath. 



















Wie flogen rechts, wie flogen links, 


Gebirge, Baum’ und Becken! 


ee JE LEE 


Wie flogen links, und rechts, und links 

Die Dorfer, Stadt und Flecken! 

" Graut Ltebehen auch? Der Mond Tcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten ۱ 

Graut Zirbchen auch vor Todten?” 

* Ach! Lats fie rubn die ۲ 


Sieh da! fieh va! 2٩1 5767 
Tant um des Rades Spindel, 

Halb fichtbarlich hey Monvenlicht, 

Ein luftiges ۰۸ 

“ Sala! Gelindel, hier! Komm bier! ` ` 
Gefindel, komm und folge mir! 

Cans’ ung den DBochzeitreigen, 

Wann wir zu Bette eigen!” 





LEONORA. 27 


Mountains and trees, on left and right, 

Swam backward from their aching view; 

With {peed that mock’d the labouring fight 
Towns, villages, and caftles flew. ۱ 

“ Fearít thou, my love? the moon fhines clear; 
“ Hurrah! how fwiftly {peed the dead! 

<“ The dead does Leonora fear?” 4 


“Oh leave, oh leave in peace the dead!” 


See, Where frefh-blood-gouts mat the green, 


Yon wheel its reeking points advance; 


` There, by the moon’s wan light half feen, ` 


Grim ghofts of tomblefs murderers dance. 
“Come, fpectres of the guilty dead, | 
“ With us your goblin morris ply, 
“Come all in feftive dance to tread, 


“ Ere on the bridal couch we lie.” 
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And das Gelindel huſch huteh hutch! 


Kam hinten nachgepratielt, 
Cie Wirbelwind am Halelbutch 


Burch durre Blatter raflelt. | ۱ 
Und weiter, weiter, hop hop bop! | 


Ging’s fort in Taulendem Galopp, 
Bats 13019 und Reiter {chnoben 
And Kies und Funken foben, 


Gite flog, was rund der Mond beichten, 

Wie flog es tn die Ferne! 

Wie flogen oben úber bin 

Ber Himmel und die Sterne! | 

“ Braut Liebchen auch! Ber Mond fcheint Hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten Ichnell! | 

Graut Ltebehen auch vor Todten?” 
٠ O web! Lats rubn die ۲ 
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LEONORA. 29 


Forward th’ obedient phantoms pufh, 

Their tracklefs footfteps ruftle near, 

In found like autumn winds that rufh 

۱ Through withering oak or beech-wood fere. 
With lightning's force the courfer flies, 
Earth fhakes his thund'ring hoofs beneath, 
Duft, ftones, and fparks, in whirlwind rife, 


And horfe and horfeman pant for breath. 
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Swift roll the moonlight fcenes away, 


Hills chafing hills fucceffive fly; 


مانب — 


= _ .وی 


Ken ftars that pave th’ eternal way, 

Seem fhooting to a backward ۰ 

“ Fearít thou, my love? the moon fhines clear; < 7 
<“ Hurrah! how fwiftly fpeed the dead! ۱ ie 
« The dead does Leonora fear?” | oe d | 


“ Oh God! oh leave, oh leave the dead!” 
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“Rapp! Rapp’! Mich dunkt ver Bahn ſchon ruft; 
Bald wird der Sand verrinnen: 

Rapp’! Rapp’! Feb wittre Forgenlutt: 

Rapp’! Tummle dich von binnen! ` 

Uollbracht, vollbracht tf unter Laut! 

Das PHorhseithette thut fich auf! 

Die Tonten reiten Ichnelle! 

Wir find, wir find zur Stelle.” 


Rath auf ein ۱۲۳۲۱۲ ۲ 

Ging's mit verbangtem Zugel; 

Mit Tchwanker Gert’ ein Schlag 57 
Zerfprengte 22101018 und Riegel, 

Die Flugel flogen klirrend auf, 

Und uber Graber ging ver Lauf: 

Es blinkten Letchenttetne 


Bund um im 7۰. 


LEONOR A. ۱ 31 


Barb! barb! methinks the cock’s fhrill horn‏ ؛ 
Warns that our fand is nearly run:‏ “< 

Barb! barb! I {cent the gales of morn,‏ ؛ 

« Hafte, that our courfe be timely done. 

“ Our courfe is done! our fand is run! 

“The nuptial bed the bride attends; 

“ This night the dead have fwiftly fped; 


« Here, here, our midnight travel ends!” 


Full at a portal's mafly grate 

The plunging fteed impetuous dafh’d: 

At the dread fhock, wall, bars, and gate, 
Hurl’d down with headlong ruin crafh’d. 
Thin, fheeted phantoms sibbering glide 

O'er paths, with bones and frefh fkulls ftrewn, 
Charnels and tombs on every fide 


Gleam dimly to the blood red moon. 




















` Ba lieh! ha fieh! im Augenblick, 
Hubu! ein grafslich ۱ 
Des Reiters Koller, Stuck fur Stuck, 
Fiel ab, wie murber Zumer, 

Zum Schavel, ohne Zopf und 56 
Zum nackten Schadel ward fein Kopf; 
Sein Korper sum Gerippe, 

Mit Stundenglas und Hippe. 


Hoch baumte fich, wild ſchnob der Rapp’, 
Am fprubte Feuerfunken; ۱ 
And hut! ware unter thr hinab 
Aerichwunden 1۱۱۲۲ ۰ 

Geheul! Geheul ans hoher Luft, 
Gewinſel kam aus tiefer ۰ 

Lenorens Herz, mit Beben, 


Rang zwiſchen Tod und Leben. 
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LEONORA. 33 


Lo, while the night's dread glooms increafe, 
All chang’ d the wondrous horfeman ftood, 
His crumbling flefh fell piece by piece, 
Like afhes from confuming wood. 

Shrunk to a {kull his pale head glares, 
High ode d his eyeleís fockets fand, 

All bone his length'ning form appears; 

A dart gleams deadly from his hand. 


The fiend horfe fnorts; blue fiery flakes 
Colleéted roll his noftrils SE 

High reard, his briftling mane he fhakes, 
And finks beneath the rending ground. 
Demons the thundering clouds beftride, 
Ghofts yell the yawning tombs beneath; 
Leonora’s heart, its life-blood dried, 


Hangs quivring on the dart of death. 
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LENORE. 


Pun tanzten wohl bep Mondenglanz, 

Rund um herum im 57 

Die Geiſter einen Kettentans, 

Und heulten diefe 2:7 

“Geduld! Goud! ۵ Bers auch bricht! 
Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nicht! 

Des 5 bif du ledig; 

Gott {ep Der Serle 14٢ 
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Throng'd in the moon’s eclipfing fhade, 
Of fiends and fhapes a 106616 crowd 
Dance featly round th’ expiring maid, 
And howl this awful leffon loud: ۱ 
“ Learn patience, though thy heart 10010 break, ۱ ۱ 
“ Nor feek God's mandates to controul! 
“ Now this cold earth thy duft (ball take, 
“ And Heavn relenting take thy foul!” 


THE END. 
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« Poetry hath Bubbles, as the water has : 
< And thefe are of them,”— 
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Does not th’ idea of a God include 
The notion of beneficent and good ; 
Of one to mercy, not revenge inclin’d, 
Able and willing to relieve mankind è 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


TO THE 


PRESENT EDITION, 


"THE favourable manner in which the tranflation of “* Leonora,” 
offered by me to the Public, has been received, I feel highly 
flattering, as: a proof, my opinion of the work was not erroneous, 


when. 1 thought it worthy being fubmitted to their perufal.. 


When the laft Edition was nearly exhaufted, I intimated to 
Mr. Stanley, (whom now I am allowed to name as the Tranf- 
lator of the poem,) my intention to re-publifh it on a larger 
fized paper, accompanied by fome new Engravings ; he, in con- 
fequence, was pleafed to fend me, after an interval of fome days, a 


b copy 









e 


copy of his Tranflation, much altered, and much enlarged, toge- 





ther with a letter, which, having his permiffion, as it ftates his 


















reafons for deviating from the ftory originally related by Burger, 


1 I fhall here infert. 


“ DEAR SIR, 
< I HAVE fent you, according to my 
““ promife, a corrected copy of the tranflation of Burger's Leonora. 
“ Tranflation, indeed, I ought fcarcely now to call it; for I have p 
5 fo altered and added to the original, that the ftory in its Englifh 
٤ drefs, has acquired a character, altogether new and peculiarly 


>> its own. 


_ >» Since your fr 人 publication of the poem, I have often doubted 
٤٤ whether it was not calculated (as far as its effects could extend) 
“ to injure the caufe of Religion and Morality, by exhibiting 
““ a reprefentation of, Lupernatural interference, ; inconfiftent „with 
"7 our ideas of a juft and benevolent Deity. 
5 ۶ ver و‎ 
“ It is of more importance than is generally believed, both to 


** human happinefs and virtue, that the Being we adore fhould be 


“© confidered 






























) 


( vil 


en confidered as amiable and impartial, and not as either capricious 
<“ or morofe. Obedience to his will fhould furely be procured 
<“ from men (if poffible) by an appeal, rather to their affections, 
« than to their fears; but what opinion of either the kindnefs, 
“or juftice of Providence, can be formed from the defcription of a 
<“ young girl expofed to the moft cruel of all punifhments, 
<“ abandoned to the malignity of every fiend of Hell let loofe 
<“ for her deftruction, only becaufe in the firft paroxy{ms of defpair 
۰» and agony, for the fuppofed 1015 of a lover, thinking God 
< indifférent about her fate, fhe refufed all comfort, and wifhed 


<“ for death. 


< Such reflections have tempted me to make the alterations I 
<“ have alluded to. Iam, however, doubtful whether they will 
<“ be approved of by the public. ` Thofe who think the merit of 
« the Poem confifts in its power of exciting terror, and who love 
<“ to retain the impreflion of fuch fentiments when once excited, will 
““ probably condemn every deviation from the original, as preju- 
< dicial to its interefts ; but, on the ether hand, many may pre- 
fer it, as it will appear in your new Edition, who think 
<“ that the firt object of all writing, particularly of all poetry, as 


<“ bearing 


ö— — — 


一 一 一 


( viii) 


e“ bearing the charaéter of more ftudied compofition, fhould be 


4 to teach men clear ideas of juftice and injuftice, vice and 


** virtue.— They will be pleafed to find the Almighty no longer 
"7 held out to their contemplation as an irritable and vindidive 
٤٤ ruler, ever watchful for offence, and prepared to punifh ; but in- 
** ftead, as the friend and affectionate parent, having but one intereft 
“ with his creatures, happy in their happinefs, and affociated to 
" their nature in the captivating forms of fympathy and love. 


“ Tam, dear Sir, truly your’s, 


Y Bolton-Row, Aprıl 15; 1796,” ‘ H I. ‘Tes Sen 


The Public will judge between the merits of the firft, and this 
new publication of Leonora, and it remains with me only to ex- 
prefs my hopes that no purchafer of the former edition will be dif- 
pleafed at the appearance of another fo much altered, and to inform 
fuch as may be defirous of exchanging the one for the other, that 


1 fhall, at all times, be ready to obey their orders. 


Old Bond-Street. W. M. 


PREFACE. 
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PERE SEGA OTE 


LS LIT IT SE چ يی چې‎ 


THE following little Poem was tranflated by a refpectable friend 
of the publifher, who, being favoured with a perufal, was much ۱ 
pleafed with its wild originality; and he has thought himfelf fortu- 


nate in obtaining permiffion to lay it before the public. 


The German author, confcious, perhaps, of the latitude he gives 
his imagination, was willing to fhield himfelf under that liberty 
which poets are allowed the privilege of poflefing: for the parody 


of the words 





<“ The earth hath bubbles, as the water has; a 
1 

< And thefe are of them” — | d ۱ 
E ! kar 

۱ ۳۳ 


which are placed as a motto to the title-page, is to be found in a (E | 
d 
preface to.a collection of his works, publifhed by him in his own | 
| 


C country : 





(x) 










country :—And were it not for thefe bubbles, which nature, in her 


lavifh mode, fometimes permits to iffue from the mind, poetry 






would be deprived of many of her moft beautiful productions. 
















The Poem will be found, in many refpedts, to have been altered 
from the original; but more particularly towards the conclufion, 
where the tranflator amo the moral not fufficiently explained, 
has added feveral lines. ‘The German poem concludes with a ftanza, 


the literal meaning of which may be given in the following words: 


一 -= 


Now in the moonfhine, round and round, 
Link’d hand in hand, the fpirits fly ; 


And as they dance, in howling found, 


ö— و‎ — 


Have patience! patience! loud they cry. 
And ne'er with God in Heaven contend : 
Though rack’d with forrow, be refign’d, 
Thy earthly courfe is at an end, ` 
| May God unto thy Soul be kind. 


But in order to fhew more clearly what have been the variations 


4 


and additions, a few copies of the German text will be printed, 


which 











)  ( 


which may be had, fewed up with the tranflation, by fuch as fhould 


be defirous of comparing the one with the other. 


The fuccefs of fome late publications has proved that the wild 
and eccentric writings of the Germans are perufed with pleafure 
by the Englifh reader. “ Leonora” is certainly not void of that 
fire and energy for which their authors are celebrated : It is there- 
fore fubmitted to the perufal of the public, with the hope that it 
will not be lefs favourably received.. 


W. M. 


Old Bond-Street, Feb. 8, 1786. 
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LEONOR A. 


“ AH, William art chen falſe or dead y” 


Cried Leonora from het bed. 


» I dreamt thou’dft ne er return.” 
William had fought in Frederick’s hoft 
At Prague, but what his fate—if loft 

Or fafe, fhe could not learn. | 
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Hungaria’s Queen, and Pruffia’s King, 

Wearied, at length, with bickering, 
Refolv’d to end the ftrife ; 

And homewards, then, their feparate routs 

The armies took, with fongs and fhouts, 


With cymbals, drum, and fife. 


As deck’d with boughs they march’d along, 
From ev'ry door, the old and young 

Rufh’d forth the troops to greet. 
“ Thank God,” each child and parent cry’d, 
And “ welcome, welcome,” many a bride, 


As friends long parted meet. 


They joy’d, poor Leonora griev'd : 
No kifs fhe gave, no kifs receiv’d; 
Of William none could tell ; 
She wrung her hands, and tore her hair ; 
Till left alone, in deep defpair, 
Bereft of fenfe fhe fell. 


Swift 
























Swift to her aid, her mother came, 
» Ah! fay,” fhe cried, “ in mercy’s name, 
<“ What means this frantic grief ۳ ; E 
Mother, ’tis paft—all hopes are fled, f 
<“ God hath no mercy, William's dead, 1 
« My woe is paf relief.” 4 


» Pardon, O pardon, Lord above! 


“ My child, with pray’rs invoke his love, 4 

» The Almighty never errs ;” ۱ 1 
» O, mother! mother! 1016 prate, ۱ kb 
«< Can he be anxious for my fate, k 

<“ Who never heard my prayers >” ۱ 4 
» Be patient, child, in God believe, E 
The good he can, and will relieve, ۱ D 

<“ To truft his power endeavour.” | Ki 
<“ O, mother! mother! all is vain, Í 
<“ What truft can bring to life again > ’ | 1 


» The paft, is paft, for ever. 
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« Who knows, but that he yet furvives ; ` 
¢“ Perchance, far off from hence he lives, 
“ And thinks no more, of you. 
Forget, forget, the faithlefs youth, « 
“ Away with grief, your forrow foothe, | 


<“ Since William proves untrue.” — 


»» Mother, all hope has fled my mind, 
“ The paft, is paft, our God's unkind; 
<“ Why did: he give me breath ? 
Oh! that this hated loathfome light 
<“ Would fade for ever from my fight, 


“ Come, death, come, welcome death!” 


» Indulgent Father, fpare my child, 
“ Her agony hath made her wild, 

“ She knows not what fhe does, 
“ Daughter, forget thy earthly love, 
“ Look up to him who reigns above, 


<“ Where joys fucceed to ۳ 
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. * Mother, what now are joys to me? 

< With William, Hell a Heaven could be, 
« Without him, Heaven a Hell. 

<“ Fade, fade away, thou hated light, 

< Death, bear me hence to endlefs night, 
«< With love all hope farewell.” 


Thus rafhly, Leonora ftrove 

To doubt the truth of heavenly love. 
She wept, and beat her breatt و‎ 

She pray’d for death, until the moon 

With all the ftars in filence fhone, 
And footh’d the world to reft. 


When, hark! without, what fudden found! 
She hears a trampling o’er the ground, 
Some horfeman muft be near ! 
He ftops, he rings. Hark! as the noife 
Dies foft away, a well-known voice 
Thus greets her lift’ning ear. 
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Wake, Leonora ;—doft thou fleep, + : 


66 


Or thoughtlefs laugh, or conftant weep, 
» 15 William welcome home?” 


| ٤٤ Dear William, you!—return’d, and well ! 


“ Tee wak’d and wept—but why, ah! tell, 


»» So late—at night.you come ٠ 


— — 


“ At midnight only dare we roam, 


“ For thee from: Prague, though late, I come.” 
“ For me !—ftay here and reft; 

“ The wild winds whiftle oer the wafte, 

“ Ah, deareft William! why fuch hafte 3 


“ Firft warm thee in my breaft.” 


“ Let the winds whiftle oer the wafte, 
“ My duty bids me be in hafte — 

“ Quick, mount upon my fteed : 
“ Let the winds whiftle far and wide, 
« 


Ere morn, two hundred leagues we’ll ride, 


“ To reach our marriage bed.” 


‘ What, 
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What, William! for a bridal room, 


می 
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» Travel to night fo far from home ?” 

« Leonora, tis decreed, J 
« Look round thee, love, the moon fhines clear, 4 
<“ The dead ride fwiftly ; never fear, ۱ 1 


<“ Wel reach our marriage bed.” | | 


a 
n 


Ah, William! whither would'ſt thou fpeed, 
What! where! this diftant marriage bed 2” 


A 
a 


« Leonora, no delay, = 
> 0 ٢ 


"Tis far from hence; ftill—cold—and fmall : ۱ 0 


A 
n 


< Six planks, no more, compofe it all و‎ 


“ Our guefts await, away!” 


She lightly on the courfer fprung, 


And her white arms round William flung, 


Like to a lily wreath. 


— 


— سو‎ rd ۱ - : 


In fwifteft gallop off they go, 
The ftones and fparks around they throw, FB 
And pant the way for breath. E 
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The obje&s fly on every fide, 
The bridges thunder as they ride; 

<“ Art thou my love afraid ? 
Death fwiftly rides, the moon fhines clear, 
“ The dead doth Leonora fear ?” 

Ah, no!—why name the dead ?” 


Hark 3 as their rapid vg they urge, 
A pafimg bell, and folemn dirge ; 
Hoarfe ravens join the ftrain. ۱ ٢ 
They fee a coffin on a bier, 
A prieft and mourners too appear, 


Slow moving o'er the plain. 


And fad was heard the funeral lay ; 
“ What the Lord gives, he takes away ; 
“ Life's but a fleeting fhade. | 
“ A tale that's told, —a flower that falls ; : 
<“ Death, E the leat expeéted, calls, 
“ And bears us to his bed.” 


Forbear, 
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> Forbear ;””—imperious William cry’d, 
vg T carry home, a beauteous bride, 

<“ Come, to our marriage feaft ; 
<“ Mourners, away, we want your fong ; 
<“ And as we {wiftly hafte along, 

<“ Give us your blefling, prieft. 


٤ Sing on, that life is like a fhade,, 

» A tale that's told, or flowers which fade ; 
‘ Such ftrains will yield delight. 

<“ And, when we to our chamber go, 

< Bury your dead, with wail and woe ; 


« The fervice fuits the night.” 
8 


While William fpeaks, they filent fand, 
Then run obedient to command. 
But, on with furious bound, 
The foaming courfer forward flew, 
Fire and {tones his heels purfue, 


Like whirlwinds dafh’d around. . 
D 


ses. alae 


SE دول‎ 


— ربج‎ ER 8 


A 








(10) 
























On right and left, on left and right, 
Trees, hills, and towns flew paft their fight, 
As on they breathlefs preft و‎ 
< With the bright moon, like death we fpeed, 
» Doth Leonora fear the dead?” 
<“ Ah! leave the dead at reft.” 


Behold, where in the moon’s pale beam, 

As wheels and gibbets faintly gleam, 
Join’d hand in hand, a crowd 

Of imps and fpeätres hover nigh, 

Or round a wafted wretch they fly, 
When William calls aloud : 


mM » Hither, ye airy rabble, come, 

۱ cr And follow till I reach my home ; 
<“ We want a marriage dance.” 

Ze when the leaves on wither’d trees, 

Are ruítled by an eddying breeze, 


The muttering fprites advance. 


一 





But, foon with hurried fteps, the crew 

Rufh’d prattling on, for William flew, 
Clafp’d by the frighted fair: 

Swifter than fhafts, or than the wind, 

While ftruck from earth, fire flafh’d behind, 
Like lightnings through the air. 


Not only flew the landfcape by, 

The clouds and ftars appear’d to fly. 
“ Thus over hills and heath 

We ride like death ; fay, lovely maid, 

« By moon-light doft thou fear the dead ?” 
“ Ah! fpeak no more of death.” 


<“ The cock hath crow’d.—Away ! away! 
“ The fand ebbs out: I fcent the day. 
» On! on! away from SE 
“ Soon muft our deftin’d courfe be run, 
» The dead ride (wift,—hurrah ! ’tis done, 


»» The marriage bed is near.” 
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High grated iron doors, in vain 

Barr’d their way.—With 10016860 rein 
Whil’t William urg’d the feed, 

He ftruck the bolts ;—they open flew, 

A church yard drear appear’d in view ; 


‘Their path was o’er the dead. 


As now, half veil’d by clouds, the moon 


‘With feebler ray, oer objeéts fhone, 


Where tomb-ftones faint appear, 
A grave new dug arrefts the pair, 
Cry’d, William, and embrac’d the fair, 


« Our marriage bed is here.” 
z 


Scarce had he fpoke, when, dire to tell, 

His flefh like touchwood from him fell, 
His eyes forfook his head. 

A fkull, and naked bones alone, 

Supply the place of William gone, 

"Twas Death that clafp’d the maid. 
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Wild, fnorting fire, the courfer rear d, 
As wrapp’d in fmoke he difappear’d, 
- Poor Leonora fell; 
The hideous fpe&tres hover round, 
Deep groans fhe hears from under ground, 


And fiends afcend from hell. 


They dance, and cry, in dreadful howl, 
<“ She afks no mercy for her foul; 

Her earthly courfe is done. 
« When mortals, rafh and impious! dare 
¢‘ Contend with God, and court defpair, 


<“ We claim them as our own.” 


Yet,” thus was heard, in milder ftrains, 
<“ Call on the Lord, while life remains, 
<“ Unite your heart to his; 
<“ When Man repents and is refign’d, 
<“ God loves to foothe his fuff’ring mind, 


“ And grant him future bus," 
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We claim as our’s, who impious dare 

“ Contend with God, and court defpair ;” 
Again the [peétres cry d. 

Fate threats in vain, when man’s refign’d, 

God loves to foothe the (off ring mind,” 


The gentler voice reply’d. 


Leonora, e er her fenfe was gone, 

Thus faint exclaim’d,—“ thy Will be done, 
“ Lord, let thy anger ceafe.”’ 

Soft on the wind was born the pray'r; 

The fpeétres vanifh’d into air, 
And all was hufh’d in peace. 


Now redd’ning tints the fkies adorn, 

And ftreaks of gold, proclaim the 5 
The night is chas’d away. 

The fun afcends, new warmth he gives, 

New hope, new joy ; all nature lives, 


And hails the glorious day. 
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No more are dreadful phantoms near; 

Love, and his fmiling train, appear 
They cull each fweeteft flow’r, 

To fcatter.o’er the path of youth, 

To deck the bridal bed, when Truth 


And Beauty own their ۰ 


Ah,—could your pow’r avert the blaft 

Which threatens Blifs !—could paffion laft! 
Ye dear enchanters tell ; 

What purer joy could Heaven beftow, 

Than when with fhar’d affe&ion’s glow, 


Our panting bofoms {well? 


Sweet fpirits! wave the airy wand, 
Two faithful hearts your care demand ; 
Lo! bounding o’er the plain, 

Led by your charm, a youth returns ; 
With hope, his breaft impatient burns ; 


Hope is not always vain. 
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« Wake, Leonora !-—wake to Love! _ 
» For thee, his choiceft wreath he wove ;” 
Death vainly aim’d his Dart. 


The Paft was all a dream; fhe woke 


He lives ;—’twas William’s felf who fpoke, 
And clafp’d her to his Heart. 
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Hafte, hafte, he lies in wait; he’s at the door, 
Infidious Death! fhould his ftrong hand arreft, 
No compofition fets the prifoner free, 

Eternity’s inexorable chain 

Faft binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 


Youno, 


LONDON: 


GEDRUCHT BEY S. GOSNELL, 


IIL 


1796. 





LENORE fuhr um’s Morgenroth 
Empor aus fchweren Träumen: 
“ Bift untreu, Wilhelm, oder todt ? 


Wie lange willit du fäumen >” 


Er war mit König Friedrich’s Macht 
Gezogen in die Prager Schlacht, 
Und hatte nicht gefchrieben : 
Ob er gefund geblieben. 

B 
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OF و‎ 
Der Konig und die Kaiferinn, 





Des langen Haders mide, 

Erweichten ihren harten Sinn, 

Und machten endlich Friede ; 

Und jedes Heer, mit Sing und Sang, 
Mit Paukenfchlag und Kling und Klang, 
Gefchmückt mit grünen Reifern, 


Zog heim zu feinen Häufern. 


Und überall all überall, 
Auf Wegen und auf Stegen, 
Zog Alt und Jung dem Jubelfchall 
Der Kommenden entgegen. 
Gottlob! rief Kind und Gattinn laut, 
Willkommen! manche frohe Braut. 


Ach! aber für Lenoren 


War Gruís und Kuís verlohren. 


Sie frug den zug wohl auf und ab, 
Und frug nach allen Nahmen ; 
Doch keiner war, der Kundfchaft gab, 
Von allen, fo da kamen. 
Als nun das Heer vorüber war, 
Zerraufte fie ihr Rabenhaar, 
Und warf fich hin zur Erde, 
Mit wüthiger Geberde. 
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Die Mutter lief wohl hin zu ihr :— 
وو‎ Ach, dafs fich Gott erbarme ! 

Du trautes Kind, was ift mit dir ?”— 
‘Und fchlofs fie in die Arme. — 

O Mutter, Mutter! hin ift hin!‏ وو 
Nun fahre Welt und alles hin 1‏ 

Bey Gott 111 kein Erbarmen. 


O weh, O weh, mir Armen !” 
» Hilf Gott, hilf! Sieh uns gnádig an ! 

Kind, bet’ ein Vaterunfer ! 

Was Gott thut, das ift wolgethan. 

Gott, Gott erbarmt fich Unfer 

„ O Mutter, Mutter! Eitler Wahn! 

Gott hat an mir nicht wohlgethan! 


Was half, was half mein Beten ? 


2 


Nun ift’s nicht mehr vonnothen.’’— 


„ Hilf Gott, hilf! wer den Vater kennt, 
Der weifs, er hilft den Kindern. 
Das hochgelobte Sakrament 
Wird deinen Jammer lindern.” — 
„ O Mutter, Mutter! was mich brennt, 
Das lindert mir kein Sakrament ! 
Kein Sakrament mag Leben 


Den Todten wiedergeben.” — 
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» Hör, Kind! wie, wenn der falíche Mann, 
Im fernen Ungerlande, 
Sich feines Glaubens abgethan, 
Zum neuen Ehebande ? 
Lafs fahren, Kind, fein Herz dahin ! 
Er hat es nimmermehr Gewinn! 
Wann Seel’ und Leib fich trennen, 


Wird ihn fein Meineid brennen.’’— 


O Mutter, Mutter! hin ift hin!‏ وو 
Verlohren ift verlohren !‏ 
Der Tod, der Tod ift mein Gewinn!‏ 
O war’ ich nie gebohren !‏ 
Lifch aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus !‏ 
Stirb hin, ftirb hin in Nacht und Graus,‏ 
Bey Gott ift kein Erbarmen,‏ ۱ 


O weh, O weh, mir Armen !’— 


Hilf Gott, hilf! Geh nicht ins Gericht‏ وو 
Mit deinem armen Kinde!‏ 1 | 

1 Sie wiefs nicht, was die Zunge fpricht. 

| Behalt ihr nicht die Sünde ! 

| i Ach, Kind, vergifs dein irdifch Leid, 

E Und denk an Gott und Seligkeit ! 

So wird doch deiner Seelen 


Der Bräutigam nicht fehlen.” — 
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,, O Mutter !—was ift Seligkeit ? 
O Mutter! Was ift Holle ? 
Bey ihm, bey ihm ift Seligkeit, 
Und ohne Wilhelm Hölle !— 
Liích aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus ! 
Stirb hin, ftirb hin in Nacht und Graus ! 
Ohn" ihn mag ich auf Erden, 
Mag dort nicht felig werden. — 


So wüthete, Verzweifelung 
Ihr in Gehirn und Adern. 
Sie fuhr mit Gottes Fürfehung 
Vermeflen fort zu hadern ; 
Zerfchlug den Bufen, und zerrang 
Die Hand, bis Sonnenuntergang, 
Bis auf am Himmelfbogen 


Die goldnen Sterne zogen. 


Und auffen, horch! ging’s trap trap trap, 
Als wie von Roflefhufen, 
Und klirrend Deg ein Reiter ab, 
An des Geländers Stufen ; 
Und horch! und horch ! den Pfortenring 
Ganz lofe, leife, klinglingling ! | 
Dann kamen durch die Pforte 
Vernehmlich diefe Worte. 
C 
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وو‎ Holla, Holla! Thu auf mein Kind! 
Schläfst, Liebchen, oder wachft du ? 


Wie bift noch gegen mich gefinnt ? 
Und weineft oder lachft du »”— 


Ach, Wilhelm, du ?—So fpät bey Nacht "一‏ وو 


Geweinet hab’ ich und gewacht ; 
Ach, groffes Leid erlitten ! 


Wo kommft du hergeritten ۵ سب‎ 


a Wir fatteln nur um Mitternacht. 
Weit ritt ich her von Böhmen. 
Ich habe fpat mich aufgemacht, 
Und will dich mit mir nehmen.” — 
» Ach, Wilhelm, erft herein gefchwind! 
*Den Hagedorn, durchfauft der Wind, 
Herein, in meinen Armen, 


Herzliebfter, zu erwarmen — 


„ Lats faufen durch den Hagedorn, 
Lafs faufen, Kind, lafs faufen! 
Der Rappe fcharrt; es klirrt der Sporn. 
Ich darf allhier nicht haufen. 
Komm, fehürze, fpring’ und fchwinge dich 
Auf meinen Rappen hinter mich! 
Muís heut noch hundert Meilen 
Mit dir in’s Brautbett’ elen. 


* Through the fharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. 
Shakefpear’s King Lear, A& iii. Scene 4. 
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„ Ach! wollteft hundert Meilen noch 
Mich heut in’s Brautbett tragen ? 
Und horch ! es brummt die Glocke noch, 
Die elf {chon angefchlagen.””— 
„ Sieh hin, fieh her! der Mond fcheint hell. 
Wir und die Todten reiten fchnell. 
Ich bringe dich, zur Wette, 
Noch heut ins Hochzeitbette.””— 


د Sag an, wo ift dein Kammerlein‏ وو 
Wo? Wie dein Hochzeitbettchen 六 一‏ 
لا Weit, weit von hier !—Still, kuhl und klein‏ „ 
Sechs Bretter und zwey Brettchen !”—‏ 
Hat’s Raum für mich 2”—,, Für dich und mich!‏ „ 
Komm, fchürze, fpring’ und fchwinge dich !‏ 
Die Hochzeitgäfte hoffen ;‏ 


Die Kammer fteht uns offen.” — 


Schön Liebchen fchürzte, fprang und fchwang 
Sich auf das Rofs behende ; 
Wohl um den trauten Reiter fchlang 
Sie ihre lilienhande ; 
Und hurre hurre, hop hop hop! 
Ging’s fort in faufendem Galopp, 
Dafs Rofs und Reiter fchnoben, 
Und Kies und Funken ftoben. 
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Zur rechten und zur linken Hand, 
Vorbey vor ihren Blicken, 
Wie flogen Anger, Haid’ und Land! 
Wie donnerten die Brücken! 
وو‎ Grant Liebchen auch ? Der Mond fcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten fchnell ! 


Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten ۶ — 
„ Ach nein !—Doch lafs die Todten 一 


Was klang dort für Gefang und Klang? - 
Was flatterten de Raben ? | 
Horch Glockenklang! horch Todtenfang : 
رو‎ Laft uns den Leib begraben !” 
Und näher zog ein Leichenzug, 
Der Sarg und Todtenbaare trug. 
Das Lied war zu vergleichen 


Dem Unkenruf in Teichen. 


» Nach Mitternacht begrabt den Leib, 

„ Mit Klang und Sang und Klage! 
وو‎ Jetzt fuhr’ ich heim mein junges Weib, 
ور‎ Mit, mit zum Brautgelage | 
» Komm, Kutter, hier! Komm mit dem Chor, 
» Und gurgle mir das Brautlied vor! 
» Komm, Pfaff’, und fprich den Segen, 
„ Eh wir zu Bett’ uns legen !’— 

1 Still 





bied 
Still Klang und Sang.—Die Baare fchwand.— 


Gehorfam feinem Rufen, 

Kam’s, hurre hurre! nachgerannt, 
Hart hinter’s Rappen Hufen. 

Und immer weiter, hop hop hop! 
Ging’s fort in faufendem Galopp, 
Dafs Rofs und Reiter fchnoben, 
Und Kies. und Funken ftoben. 


Wie flogen rechts, wie flogen links, 
‚Gebirge, Bäum’ und Hecken! 
Wie flogen links, und rechts, und links 
Die Dörfer, Stadt’ und Flecken !— 
„ Graut Liebchen auch "一 Der Mond fcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten fchnell ! 
Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten »”— 
ور‎ Ach! Lafs fie ruhn die Todten.”— 


Sieh da! fieh da! Am Hochgericht 
Tanzt’ um des Rades Spindel 
Halb fichtbarlich bey Mondenlicht, 
Ein luftiges Gefindel.— 。 
Safa! Gefindel, hier! Komm hier! 
Gefindel, komm und folge mir! 
Tanz’ uns den Hochzeitreigen, 


Wann wir zu Bette fteigen !’— 
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Und das Gefindel, hufch, hufch, hufch! 
D Kam hinten nachgepraflelt ; 
1 Wie Wirbelwind am Hafelbufch . 
1 Durch dürre Blätter 14 
1 | ۱ Und weiter, weiter, hop hop hop! 
d Ging's fort in faufendem Galopp; 
Dafs Rofs und Reiter fchnoben 
Und Kies und Funken ftoben. 


Wie flog, was rund der Mond ها‎ 

Et ` Wie flog es in die Ferne ! 

Wie flogen oben über hin 

E Der Himmel und die Sterne — 

D Graut Liebchen auch ?—Der Mond fcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten fchnell ! 

Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten ꝰ“ —‏ رو 

O weh! Lafs ruhn die Todten ! 一‏ وو 


Rapp’! Rapp’! Mich dúnkt der Hahn fchon ruft.‏ وو 


Bald wird der Sand verrinnen— 





Rapp’! Rapp’! Ich wittre Morgenluft— 
3 Rapp’ Tummle dich von hinnen !— i 
d Vollbracht, vollbracht ift unfer Lauf ! 

a | Das Hochzeitbette thut fich auf ! 
d Die Todten reiten fchnelle ! 

Wir find, wir find zur Stelle. ’— 











Leg 


Rafch auf ein eifern Gitterthor 
Ging’s mit verhängtem Zügel و‎ 
Mit fchwanker Gert? ein Schlag davor, | 
Zeríprengte 165 und Riegel. 
Die Flügel flogen klirrend auf, 
Und über Grüber ging der Lauf. 
Es blinkten Leichenfteine 


Rund um im Mondenfcheine. 


Ha fieh! ha fieh! im Augenblick, 
Huhu! ein gräfslich Wunder! 
Des Reiters Koller, Stück für Stück, 
Fiel ab, wie muerber Zunder, 
Zum Schädel, ohne Zopf und Schopf, 
Zum nackten Schädel ward fein Kopf ; 
Sein Körper zum Gerippe, 


Mit Stundenglas und Hippe. 


Hoch bäumte fich, wild fchnob der Rapp’, 
Und fprühte Feuerfunken ; 
Und hui! war’s unter ihr hinab 
Verfchwunden und verfunken. _ 
Geheul! Geheul! aus hoher Luft, 
Gewinfel kam aus tiefer Gruft. 


Lenorens Herz, mit Beben, 


Rang zwifchen Tod und Leben. 


Nun 
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Nun tanzten wohl bey Mondenglanz, 


Rund um herum im Kreife, 

Die Geifter einen Kettentanz, 

Und heulten diefe Weife: 

Geduld! Geduld! Wenn’s Herz auch bricht !‏ و 
Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nicht!‏ 

Des Leibes bift du ledig; 

Gott fey der Seele gnadig |”? 
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